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Am Arraign'd at the black dreadfull Barra. 
\\ here Sinnes (ſo red as Scatlet)ludges are 
All my Indicements are my horrid Crimes, 

Vhole Story will affright ſucceeding Times, 
As (now) they drive the preſent into wonder, 
Making Men tremble, as trees ſtruck with Thunder. 

It any askes what Euidence comes in, 
O tis my Conſcience, which hath euer bin 
A chouſand witueſſes: and no it tells 
A Tale, to caſt me to ten thouſand Hells. 

The lury are my Thoughts (vpright in this,) 
They ſentence me to death for doing amuſle: 
Examinations more there need not then, 

Than what's confeſt heere both to Cod and Men. 

The Crier ofthe Court is my black Shame, 
Which waea it cals my Iury, doth proclaime 
Vnles (as they areſum-non'd) they appeare, 

To giue true Verdict ofthe Priſoner , 

They (hall haue heauy Fines vppon them ſer, 

Such, as may make them dye deep in Heauent debt. 
About mee round fit Innocence and Truth, 
As Clerkes to this high Court, aud little Ruth 
From Peoples cies is caſt vpon my face, 

Becauſe my facts are barbacous , da nn d, and baſe. 

The Scricancs ch it about mee (thick) are plac, 
To guard met» my death, (when I an call) 

Are the black ſtings my ſoeckled ſoule 10 » feeles, 
Which like. to Futies dog me cloſe at heeles. 

The Hangman, that attends nis Deſpaire, 

And gnawing wormes my fellow - Priſoners are. 


His firſt Inditement for Murder. 


Tu. ficſt who (at this Seſſions) loud doth call me, 
Is Murder, whoſe grim viſage doth appall me, 
His eyes are fices, his voyce tough windes out rores, 
And on my head the Diuine Vengeance oto: 
So faſt and fearfully I ſinke to gra vnd, 
And with I were in twenty Oceans drownd, 
He ſayes I haue a bloudy villaine bin, 
And (to proue this) ripe Euidence ſteps in, 
Brod like my ſelfe: Iuſtice ſo brings about, 
That black ſinnes ſtill hunt one 5 out: 
*[is like a rotten frame tea dy to fall, 
For one inaine Poſt being faken, puls downe all. 
To this Iadict nent, (holdingvp my hand,) 
Fettered with Terrors more then Irons I Rand, 
And being ask d hat to the bill I ſay, 
Guilty I cry. O dreadfull Seſions- day! 


His ſecond Indiftment for peyſoning. 


Nother, forchwich bids me come to th Barre, 
Poyſon) that Hel- bote cunning Sorcerer, 


That windes himſelte into a thouſand formes, j\STTC,, 
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And when the day is brighteſt flings downe ſtorm es · 
This hath an Angels face, a Mermaids tongue, 
And notes of much deſtruction it bath ſung. 
This, is the Coward Sinne, which (like a Pill,) 
When tis moſt gulded, is moſt ſure to kill, 
Whether this Hel-hownd firike at Morne or Night, 
So trecherous, eloſe, and ſpeedy is his fight , 
That Armors all-of-proofe, nvr Towers of Stone, 
Canbarre his bloody Execution. 
This Snake with the ſmooth skin hiff'd out my name 
Mongſt others more, and venom d me with ſhame 
That rancles to the ſoule. It ſayes that l 
(For a poore golden handfull) did dene 
He auen and Saluation, when I gaue conſent 
To teare the bowels of an Innocent 
With lingringpoyſons of themſelues too firong, 
But that Heir working God put of ſo long; 
That darker deeds (by this) the light may try, 
Which now perhaps in worſer botomes lye. 

Tothis — holding vp my hand, 

with Tertors more then Irons I fiand/ 

And being askd what to the Bill L ſay, 
Guilty 1 cry. O dreadfull Seſfions- Days 


His third for raifing of Spirits Oc. 


N ruſhes chen a heape of Accuſations, 

For all thoſe Godleſle damu d Abhominetions: 
Raiſ d by the black Arr, and a Coniurers ſpelles: 
As to call Spirits euen from the deepeſt Hells, 

To ſetch back theeues that with ſtoln goods are gone, 
And calculate natiuities: ſuch a one 
Credulicy of fooles and women made me, 
Andra that glorious infamy betraide me. | 
A Cunning man, a Wile man were my ſtile, *- 
When I both plaid the Foole and Knaue the white, 
Art knew I none, nor did I cucrreach 
A b ugh ofleamings tree j chat I did teach 
To others, or did praQtiſe, it was all 
Cheating, falſe, apiſh, diabollicall. 
To this being likewiſe as d, what I can ſay. 
I guilty cry. O dreadfull Seſſions day ! 
This Diacll coate to my body made I fit, 
Braue was the out fide, thrid-bare was the wit. 


His Judgment. 


Or theſe thick Stygian ſtreams in which th aſt ſwõ 
Thy guilt hath oa the laid this bitter doome; 
Thy loath'dlife on a tree of ſhame mult take 

A leauc compeld by Law, er e old age make 

Her ſigned paſſ-porr ready. Thy offeace, 

No longer can toc daies on earth diſpenſe 

Time blot thy name out oſ this bloody toule, 

And ſo the Lord baue merey on thy ſoule. 


Hee was executed the . of Detembet. 1613. 


Imdrinted at London for F. T. 9 
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